Instead of crust a peacock pie,

Instead of bone sweet venison.
Instead of groat a white lily

With seven blooms thereon.

And each fair cup was deep with wine :

Such was the changeling's charity
The sweet feast was enough for nine,
But not too much for three.

O toothsome meat in jelly froze !
O tender haunch of elfin stag !
Oh, rich the odour that arose !

Oh, plump with scraps each bag!

There, in the daybreak gold and wild,

Each merry-hearted beggar man
Drank deep unto the fairy child,

And blessed the good St. Ann.

BERRIES
There was an old woman
Went blackberry picking
Along the hedges
From V/eep to Wicking.
Haifa pottle---
No more she had got,
When out steps a Fairy
From her green grot;
And says, 'Well, Jill,
AVould *ee pick *ee mo ?*
And Jill, she curtseys,
And looks just so.
*Be off,* says the Fairy,
4 As quick as you can,
Over the meadows
To the little green lane,
That dips to the hayfields
Of Farmer Grimes :